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JUNE. 



I court a weed whose rougher stem 
Yet bears a brilliant flower. 

« Be thine, red Poppy, now the lay j 
Be thou my willing theme ; 

For thou hast soothed my sickly day 
With many a happy dream ; 

« Hast stolen away the canker grief. 

And bidden moments cease 

That seem’d too sad to hope relief. 

Till thou hast brought me peace. 

« Even pain before thy power has fled j 
The eye, unclosed before, 

Has shut in sleep, so deep and dead, 

As though ’twould wake no more. 

« These are thy potent charmful powers ; 
For these I love thee then, 

Thou worst of weeds, thou best of flowers. 
Thou foe and friend of men. 

« For though thy soothings are divine 
When man but seeks thy use, 

Yet sometimes madness may incline 
To deep and dire abuse. 

« His own or else another’s life 
Before thy power may fall; 

Murderous, or suicidal strife 
For punishment must call. 

« And yet thy benefits, bright weed. 

Are more than all thy harm ; 

Hail then, red Poppy \ take thy meed j 
I own thy powerful charm. 
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u still soften wretchedness and pain ; 

Still give those dreamy hours, 

That seem like health returned again. 

Thou best of nature’s flowers.” 

THE WILLOW. 

Class, Diocia. Order, Diandria. N. O., Amentacesp. 

The various kinds of Wallows and Osiers are 
divided into upwards of seventy species, and the 
varieties are likewise numerous ; they are arranged 
under twenty sub- orders or divisions, to facilitate 
the botanist in ascertaining their names. The 
Willows are the most difficult plants a botanist 
has to examine, as some of the species so closely 
resemble each other, that without the assistance of 
plates, the student is often in doubt ; indeed, so 
variable at different periods of their growth, and 
closely allied are some of the species, that even 
professors themselves are often perplexed. The 
favorite places cf growth of most of the species 
are moist woods or river sides, but some delight 
in dry mountains. 

“ Near the moist brink 
Of music loving streams they ever keep, 

And often in the lucid fountains peep, 

Oft laughing drink 

Of the mad torrent’s spray, perched near the thunder- 
ing steep.** 



